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'Music  heard  so  dee  ply- 
That  IT  IS  NOT  HEARD  AT  ALL, 

But  you  are  the  music 
While  the  music  lasts." 

T.  S.  Eliot 
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Joseph  Castaldo  has  been  President  of  the 
Philadelphia  Musical  Academy  for  one 
year  and  already  there  has  been  con- 
siderable change  in  the  character  of  the 
school.  he  and  the  administrative  and 
professional  staff  he  has  chosen  are 
responsible  for  much  of  this  change.  we 
are  happy  to  have  him  as  our  president 
and  feel  the  school  will  greatly  benefit 
under  his  direction. 


DR.  ARTHUR  CUSTER 
Dean 


RICHARD  A.  HOGE 

Registrar 

Director  of 

Student  Affairs 


STRINGS 

*Dr.  Jani  Szanto 
David  Arben 
Edward  Arian 
Frank  Costanzo 

WINDS 

*john  wummer 
Shirley  Curtiss 
Angelo  De  Matteis 
Stevens  Hewitt 

BRASS 

*Anthony  Marchione 
Richard  Castiglioni 
Roger  De  Lillo 
Ferdinand  Del  Negro 

PERCUSSION 

*MlCHAEL  BOOKSPAN 

HARP 

*Edna  Phillips 


Wanda  Costanzo 
Elsa  Hilger 
Leonard  Mogil 
Karen  Tuttle 


Jerry  Jerome 
Guido  Mecoli 
Donald  Montanarc 
George  Rowe 


Ward  Fearn 
Robert  S.  Harper 
George  Hosfeld 
Phillip  Musumeci 


Nicholas  D'Amico 


Mary  Ann  Castaldo 


PIANO 

*Gary  Graffman 
*Clement  Petrillo 
*d wight  peltzer 

Allison  Drake 

Kenneth  Amada 

Joseph  Arcaro 

Doris  Bawden 

Henry  Cook 

ORGAN 

^Robert  Elmore 
Earl  Ness 

HARPSICHORD 

*Temple  Painter 

VOICE 

*Maureen  Forrester 
Carolyn  Dengler 
Marion  Harvey 

CONDUCTING 

*  Maurice  Kaplow 


Lilburn  Dunlap 
Paula  Ganser 
Margaret  Garwood 
Anita  Greenlee 
Natalie  Hinderas 
Florenza  Levengood 
Genia  Robinor 
Susan  Starr 


Herbert  Siegel 


Florence  Manning- 
Adelle  Newfield 
Harold  Parker 


THEORY  AND  COMPOSITION 
* Joseph  Castaldo 

*DoNALD  CHITTUM 

Arthur  Custer 

LlLBURN  DUNLAP 

Peter  Lewis 


John  Miller 
Clement  Petrillo 
Andrew  Rudin 
Michael  White 


MUSIC  EDUCATION 
*Charles  Grey 

Edward  Arian 

Martha  Brons 

Richard  Castiglione 


Florenza  Levengood 
Carlton  Lake 
John  Miller 
Harold  Parker 


Li li jane  Frascarelli    Dr.  Szanto 


LIBRARIANS 
*john  moyer 

Barbara  Silverstein 


Loretta  Williams 


ACADEMICS 
Philadelphia  College  of  Art  Staff 


Department  head 
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Violin: 
Diane  Bale 
bonita  cardella 
Vernon  Summers 
Mark  Masarak 
Gela  Hopman 
Francine  Hopman 
Alan  Brundage 

Viola: 
Peter  Nocella 
Marvin  Leucter 

Cello: 
Carol  Redfield 
Joyce  Irons 
Gloria  Wilson 
Theresa  Villani 


Bass: 
Betty  Sorge 
Mike  McCarthy 
Bill  Moorhouse 


THE  ACADEMY  ORCHESTRA 

Oboe: 
Fred  Tator 

Bassoon: 

Linda  Bauman 
Henrietta  Mustokoff 

Horns: 
Jeffrey  Langford 
George  Vilsmeier 
Theresa  Jacoby 

Trumpet: 
Daniel  Forlano 
Max  Moskowitz 
Dominic  Matarese 
William  Albano 

Trombone: 
Edward  Cascarella 

Percussion  : 
John  Zychowski 


Flute  : 
Steve  Wilensky 
Ellen  Rettew 
Dimitri  Kauriga 

Clarinet: 
Nick  Cassizzi 
Ken  Weiner 


Anthony  Orlando 
Ted  Zimmerman 
Stanley  Ginsburg 


Maurice  Kaplow 
Director 
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THE  ACADEMY  CHORUS  AND  CHORALE 


♦Manford  N.  Abrahamson 
♦Anthony  J.  Avicolli 
♦Theresa  Badal 

Patricia  Baxter 

Joel  Biddle 

John  S.  Broomall 

Gregg  E.  Butler 
♦Paul  L.  Combs 
♦Barry  L.  Currington 
♦Antoinette  C.  Collins 
♦Osceola  A.  Davis 

Frank  A.  Delvishio 

Suzanne  M.  Doyle 

William  W.  Doyle 

Ellen  P.  Dunmore 
♦Lynda  J.  Elliott 

Beverly  J.  Frye 
♦Kathryn  L.  Furmanski 

Richard  J.  Gigliotti 
♦BonitaL.  Glenn 
♦Mack  C.  Granderson 

Pamela  Ingersoll 
♦William  L.  Johnson 
♦Dorothy  L.  Jones 
♦Dimitri  Kauriga 
♦Tim  Kennedy 

Alfred  M.  Latella 
♦Russell  F.  Leib 

♦  Chorale 

John  Miller 

Director 


Robert  B.  Lowden 
Karen  J.  Meckes 
Maureen  McGinnis 

♦Russell  J.  Meyers 
Cheryl  M.  Miller 
Anthony  J.  Modica 

♦Josephine  Monte 

♦Linda  Nettles 

♦Roger  North 
Barbara  O'Shea 
William  A.  Parker 
William  D.  Parker 

♦Sandra  J.  Pawl 

♦Lenore  E.  Pietro 
Kenneth  R.  Pyle 
Florence  Quivar 

♦Dian  L.  Reed 

♦Craig  E.  Rider 
Philomena  Rose 
Ila  G.  Scott 
Maria  Semion 
John  P.  Shapansky 
Patricia  Shoemaker 
Craig  R.  Short 

♦Patricia  H.  Stasis 
Lenard  J.  Stence 
Carl  H.  Toth 

♦Henry  G  Varlack 

Robert  Dellorefice 

Accompanist 

Henry  Cook 
Assistant 


FEATURED  WITH  THE  PHILADELPHIA  ORCHESTRA 


Norma  Weintraub 


Florence  Quivar 


MIKE  PEDICIN 

Quintet 

Villanova 

Jazz  Festival 

Winners 


♦- 


THE  PROFESSIONAL  DEMISE  OF  MR.  STILT 

A  SHORT  STORY  BY  MANFORD  ABRAHAMSON 


"I've  got  it!" 

"Got  what,  Sir?" 

"The  solution  to  the  problem  of  the  missing  books, 
of  course." 

"Oh — well,  bravo,  Sir."  The  assistant  librarian  tried 
in  vain  for  an  exclamation  point.  He  was  far  from 
inspired  today.  The  head  librarian  had  already  tried  five 
different  "solutions"  to  the  problem,  and  none  of  them 
had  been  worth  all  the  bother.  When  the  books  had  first 
begun  to  disappear,  Mr.  Stilt  had  issued  a  proclamation 
stating  that  anyone  found  attempting  to  run  off  with  any 
of  the  library's  books  would  be  suspended.  Promptly. 
Mr.  Stilt  had  been  convinced  that  the  library  thief  would 
either  be  caught  within  the  following  few  days  or  make 
no  further  illegal  book  withdrawals.  For  two  weeks  there 
had  been  no  thefts.  Finally,  Mr.  Stilt,  in  a  moment  of 
triumph,  had  taken  down  the  proclamation.  The  follow- 
ing day,  fifteen  books  were  stolen. 

Three  months  and  four  solutions  later,  the  problem 
of   the  missing   books   was  still  with   them.    By  now, 


Mr.  Stilt  had  attained  a  pinnacle  of  unpopularity  reached 
by  very  few.  His  latest  suggestion  had  been  to  fingerprint 
the  entire  student  body.  Objections  from  the  students 
and  the  faculty  were  so  many  and  so  violent,  however, 
that  he  had  been  forced  to  abandon  Plan  Five.  Today  the 
assistant  librarian  was  tired  of  Mr.  Stilt's  plans  and  of 
Mr.  Stilt  in  general. 

Not  so  Mr.  Stilt.  He  positively  loved  himself  at  this 
moment.  He  assumed  all  the  airs  of  a  man  suddenly 
called  to  greatness.  "It  is  without  a  doubt  the  most  in- 
genious of  all  the  plans.  What's  more,  it'll  work.  Samuel, 
come  here.    I  must  discuss  this  with  you  privately." 

The  assistant  librarian,  tired  as  he  was,  rose  to  hear 
this  new  solution,  but  Mr.  Stilt,  in  his  anxiety  to  proclaim 
the  word,  had  dropped  his  temporary  airs  and  had  run 
over  to  Samuel's  desk  in  the  corner  of  the  long,  narrow 
room. 

"Sit  down,  Samuel,  sit  down.  There's  hardly  any 
time.  We  might  be  intruded  upon  any  minute  and  must 
therefore  make  the  most  of  these  few  precious  moments. 
Alone." 


"Of  course,  Sir."  Samuel  was  slightly  worried  about 
Mr.  Stilt.  After  all,  he  had  been  under  a  great  strain. 
As  head  librarian,  responsibility  for  the  thefts  had  fallen 
directly  on  his  aging  shoulders.  Five  failures  were  a  heavy 
strain  even  for  someone  as  strong-willed  as  Mr.  Stilt. 
Pledging  his  "all"  to  Mr.  Stilt's  newest  plan,  Samuel 
silently  prayed  that  it  would  not  be  like  the  preceding 
abortive  attempts  to  cure  the  library  of  its  illness. 

"Pay  close  attention,  Samuel.  I  was  sitting  at  my 
desk  contemplating  our  plight,  when  it  came  to  me.  This 
brilliant  idea.   I  know  it  will  work." 

"Well,  Sir,  what  is  vour  plan?  I'm  all  ears,  Sir,  if 
you'll  pardon  the  expression.   Ah-ah." 

But  Mr.  Stilt  was  too  busy  with  his  plan  to  take  note 
of  Samuel's  chuckle  for  the  day. 

"Samuel,  it  occurred  to  me  suddenly  that  the  sole 
reason  for  the  failure  of  my  previous  plans  was  the  fact 
that  I  have  tried  to  be  too  fair  to  the  bounder  who  is 
stealing  the  books."  In  his  more  pompous  moments. 
Mr.  Stilt  fell  into  the  roll  of  the  English  squire.  "I  have 
always  believed  in  fair  play.  'Never  take  advantage  of 
the  underdog.'  That  has  always  been  my  philosophy. 
And,  Samuel,  it  was  nearly  the  death  of  me  to  have  to 
realize  this,  but  I  must  either  deny  my  own  credo  or 
jeopardize  a  career  which  has  spanned  nearly  forty  years. 
God  forgive  me,  but  I'm  going  to  fly  in  the  face  of  my 


own  philosophy  just  this  once." 

It  never  failed  to  amaze  Samuel,  this  heavy  drama 
pervading  all  of  Mr.  Stilt's  decisions,  big  or  small. 
Samuel  only  hoped  that  if  and  when  he  finally  did  replace 
Mr.  Stilt  as  head  librarian,  he  too  could  imbue  each  situa- 
tion with  such  emotional  fervor. 

"Samuel,  in  my  previous  attempts  to  catch  the 
scoundrel,  I  have  always  informed  him  ahead  of  time  of 
my  plans,  almost  to  the  letter.  As  a  result,  he  remains 
free.  In  assessing  my  position,  it  occurred  to  me  that  the 
only  way  I  could  ever  catch  him  would  be  by  not  alerting 
him  of  my  intention  to  do  so.  Therefore,  I  have  decided 
to  hold  a  surprise  spot  check." 

"When,  Sir?" 

"Right  now.  Today.  Immediately!  Together  we  will 
watch  for  him.  But  we  must  be  sly,  as  sly  as  he  is.  We 
must  pretend  to  be  busy  at  our  desks.  He's  a  brazen  thief. 
He  has  stolen  books  right  out  from  under  our  noses.  He 
will  probably  not  hesitate  to  do  so  again.  Especially  since 
we  will  look  so  preoccupied  at  our  desks." 

"Have  vou  considered,  Sir,  that  he  might  not  be  back 
for  some  time,  and  for  us  to  be  so  involved  in  catching 
him  might  be  a  serious  waste  of  time?" 

"Yes,  I  have,  Samuel,  but  I  have  also  dedicated  my 
soul  to  his  capture.  Vengeance!    I  claim  vengeance!" 


"A  really  fine  sense  of  theatre,"  thought  the  assistant 
librarian.  His  thoughts  were  halted  by  a  tug  at  his 
shoulder  from  Mr.  Stilt  who  whispered  into  his  ear. 

"Here  comes  someone  now.  Assume  a  pose  of  con- 
centration, Samuel."  The  door  opened  slowly.  It  was  a 
girl. 

Mercy  Cunningham  had  had  an  extremely  hard  day. 
She  had  faced  attack  several  times  today.  She  was  an 
extremely  well-developed  young  girl — a  beguiling  com- 
bination of  virginal  beauty  and  near-idiocy. 

Mercy  had  just  come  from  the  school  guidance  coun- 
selor. Previous  to  that,  she  had  been  in  the  school  infir- 
mary where  she  was  taken  when  she  was  found  being 
molested  by  one  of  the  instructors  in  the  faculty  men's 
room  where  she  had  gone  to  return  a  library  book  for 
one  of  her  teachers.  When  asked  why  she  had  mistaken 
the  men's  room  for  the  school  library,  she  had  been 
unable  to  answer.  Her  actions  seemed  as  unfathomable 
to  her  as  to  others.  She  had  no  explanation  for  anything 
she  did.  Nor  could  anyone  else  find  an  answer  to  the 
question  which  frequently  popped  up:  How  did  she  ever 
make  it  through  junior  high  school?  Mercy  Cunningham 
had  just  appeared  one  day.  Doubtless  one  day  she  would 
just  disappear.  However,  in  this  indeterminate  interim, 
here  she  was  in  the  library  after  an  extremely  hard  day. 
In  her  school  bag  was  the  book  which  had  been  the  cause 
of  the  latest  attack.    She  was  going  to  return  it  at  last. 


"Keep  your  eyes  on  her,  Samuel,"  whispered  Mr.  Stilt. 
"But  Sir,  it's  a  girl.  We're  not  looking  for  a  girl, 


"Nonsense.  No  one  is  excluded  from  my  investiga- 
tion. Besides,  there  is  something  very  peculiar  about  that 
young  lady.  I  can  see  it.  Look,  Samuel.  Notice  the 
strange  shifting  of  the  eyes." 

Word  had  it  that  Mercy  was  ever  so  slightly  myopic. 
For  this  reason  she  thought  that  she  was  all  alone  in  the 
room.  She  was  hunting  desperately  for  the  shelf  where 
the  book  belonged.  It  never  occurred  to  her  merely  to 
place  the  book  on  the  librarian's  desk.  She  was  going 
to  put  it  away  all  by  herself,  if  only  she  could  find  the 
right  section. 

Mr.  Stilt  was  in  a  positive  frenzy  of  excitement. 
"Vengeance  is  finally  mine,"  was  his  only  thought.  She 
was  a  very  peculiar  girl.  Obviously  she  must  be  the  thief. 

Samuel  was  unfortunately  not  half  as  excited  as 
Mr.  Stilt.  Samuel  had  seen  Mercy  before,  but  he  could 
not  remember  where.  He  remembered  having  heard  a 
rather  strange  story  about  her  once,  but  for  the  life  of 
him,  he  couldn't  remember  what  it  was  now.  Doubtful 
about  the  whole  situation,  he  decided  he  woud  simply 
concentrate  on  striking  a  pose  of  busy  concentration  and 
leave  the  great  capture  up  to  Mr.  Stilt. 


Mercy,  meanwhile  was  fingering  all  the  books.  She 
was  looking  for  the  section  of  books  dealing  with  sexual 
behavior,  whatever  that  was.  Mercy  was  a  near  idiot. 
Nevertheless,  she  suddenly  found  what  she  was  looking 
for.  She  bent  down  to  open  the  schoolbag  and  remove 
the  book. 

At  the  same  time,  Mr.  Stilt  leaned  over  to  whisper 
into  Samuel's  ear  that  they  were  on  the  verge  of  capturing 
the  scoundrel  red-handed.  When  he  looked  up,  he  saw 
Mercy  in  a  position  midway  between  the  bookshelf  and 
the  schoolbag  on  the  floor.  In  this  position,  it  might  have 
appeared  that  she  was  inserting  a  book  into  her  school 
bag  rather  than  extracting  it.  At  least,  so  it  appeared  to 
Mr.  Stilt.   He  raced  over  to  Mercy. 


"Caught  you  in  the  act!!!"  he  said. 

"AAAAAAAAAaaaaaaaaahhhhh,"  replied  Mercy. 

"Not  you  too,  Mr.  Stilt?"  said  the  guidance  coun- 
selor who  entered  the  room  at  that  moment,  to  find  Mercy 
writhing  on  the  floor  with  Mr.  Stilt  bent  over  her,  grab- 
bing at  the  book  which  she  was  attempting  to  use  as  a 
weapon. 

Samuel,  having  mastered  the  sage  and  inscrutable  art 
of  silence,  said  nothing,  and  one  week  later,  he  was  enjoy- 
ing all  the  rights  and  privileges  of  his  new  title  as  Head 
Librarian. 
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Sonny  Casella 
Percussion 


Taylor  B.  Bell 
Clarinet 


Michael  Freeman 
Voice 


Gary  Anderson 
Oboe 


Lois  Lacy 
Voice 


Ellen  Dunmore 
Voice 


Barbara  Vaughn 
Voice 


Helen  Esposito 
Piano 


DlMITRI  KAURIGA 

Flute 


Nick.  Cassizzi 
Clarinet 


Bob  Ludwig 
Percussion 


Catherine  Deraco 
Voice 


Henry  Varlack 
Theory 


Steve  Wilensky 
Flute 


Florence  Quivar 
Voice 


Manny  Abrahamson,  Jr. 
Composition 


ALSO  GRADUATING 

Gary  Celain,  Dance 
Herbert  Heffner,  Piano 
Gail  Loos,  Voice 
Henry  Mamet,  Piano 
Sister  M.  Tharsilla,  Piano 
Ted  Zimmerman,  Percussion 
Martha  Dobkin,  Piano 


Evan  Solot 
Composition 
and  Trumpet 


DA  CAPO  STAFF 

Ellen  Rettew,  Editor 

DUANE  HlTCHINGS 
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Carol  Doriss 


•  -^^A-^^^ 


%jt^m^- 


IN  MEMORY  OF 

WILLIAM  KINCAID 

MARCH  27,   1967 
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